whisper: "Restore the functions". "Ah, yes," Hypatius
said, "my first aim, if elected, of course, will be to re-
store the functions, which I'm sure you'll all agree ought
to have been restored long ago. When I say the functions
I mean the liberty of this great Empire."

"You don't/' Nicanor hissed. "Drop the functions.
Get on to the word. Let our antagonists remember . . ."

"Ah, yes," Hypatius repeated. iwLet our antagonists
remember that an old sword, and by sword, I mean the
Consulate, of course, an old sword, kept by the tyrant
from its oppressed owner, is still a sword, and if drawn,
however blunt, can be resharpened, and however old-
fashioned, can be used, and used with effect, let them
remember, by true men, Green men, determined to have
Liberty or Die."

He came down from the pulpit. How an old sword
kept from its owner was to be used by its owner Theo-
dora did not gather. However, no one asked, there was
great applause, and directly it lulled Theophanes cried:
"I have the utmost pleasure in announcing that Hypatius
is chosen as our candidate. May he sweep tyranny from
The City. Hypatius for Consul."

The cheers were taken up and repeated. Nicanor led
Hypatius forward to take the cheers and bow. He took
the cheers and bowed. Then some wandering devil
prompted him to lift his hand, as though he were going
to speak. When the audience hushed for him, he had
nothing to say; the words were gone; all the mass of
human gunpowder in front of him, all ready to explode,
became suddenly quite damp.

In this silence, which might have been made for him,
Justinian rose in his place, leaped on the ledge of the tier
in which he sat and, holding to a staunchion, cried:
"Citizens of Byzantium . . . I am Justinian, the son of
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